88    THE PAGEANT OF THE YEARS
One such moment came to me when an honorary degree was con-
ferred on Cook by the University of Copenhagen and when Cook,
expressing his thanks from a kind of pulpit, said in a dramatic way: "I
hold out my hands. They are clean!"
Another of these moments was when the Politiken published a
statement that the Rector of the University had examined Dr. Cook's
scientific notes and observations, and had found in them complete
proof that he had reached the North Pole. If that were true I was
undone. But how could it be true? Cook himself had told me that he
had not brought back any notes or scientific data. Either he had lied to
me or this was a false report.
I went to Stead and asked him a favour. "Will you come with me to
the University and be my witness when I question the Rector about this
report?"
Stead agreed, and suggested that I should also take as witness a
French journalist who was a man of reputation and honour.
My interview with the Rector of the University was extraordinary
and painful. For a long time he would not answer my questions. He
argued that he had no authority to give an interview which would be
published in the Press.
"I only want to ask one question and to have one answer/' I cold him.
"Did you or did you not examine any notes and scientific observations
by Dr. Cook?"
For a long time he remained silent, shifting in his chair uneasily.
He was a big heavy man with a handsome florid face and blue eyes which
looked to me honest and honourable. He was a man of dignity and
courtesy, but desperately uneasy.
"I do not want to get involved in this controversy," he said, "The
reputation of my University . . ."
Stead, very generously, pressed my case. "This young xaan's re-
putation is also at stake," he said. "In any case the report in the Press
that you have examined Dr. Cook's documents should be confirmed or
denied."
Finally the Rector of the University answered. It was the answer I
had wanted.
"I have seen no papers from Dr. Cook which confirm his claim to the
discovery of the North Pole."
W. T. Stead gripped my arm when we went out,
"That was important," he said. "You are lucky. I'm glad to have
been of service to you."
Crossing the square in Copenhagen one afternoon a young Danish
journalist pulled a copy of the Politiken out of his pocket and said:
"Have you seen this?"